ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

and noble person, if they would esteem her such. Her
voice sounded hoarse and common, but whether it was the
pink satin in contrast, or a cold, I do not know. She was
almost childishly afraid to move. Before she began a speech
she looked down and kicked her skirt viciously, so that
she was sure it was under control. Then she let go. She
was a burly, downright little body of sixty, one rather
expected her to box Hamlet on the ears.

Only she liked being a queen when she sat on the throne.
There she perched with great satisfaction, her train splen-
didly displayed down the steps. She was as proud as a
child, and she looked like Queen Victoria of the Jubilee
period.

The King, her noble consort, also had new honours
thrust upon him, as well as new garments. His body was
real enough, but it had nothing at all to do with his dothes.
They established a separate identity by themselves. But
wherever he went, they went with him, to the confusion
of everybody.

He was a thin, rather frail-looking peasant, pathetic,
and very gentle. There was something pure and fine about
him, he was so exceedingly gentle and by natural breeding
courteous. But he did not feel kingly, he acted the part
with beautiful, simple resignation.

Enrico Persevalli had overshot himself in every direc-
tion, but worst of all in his own. He had become a hulking
fellow, crawling about with his head ducked between his
shoulders, pecking and poking, creeping about after other
people, sniffing at them, setting traps for them, absorbed
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